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dogs. Write a letter, and mind you write a good

one!
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Paper was brought, and they wrote the letter.
Then the kolodki were fastened to them again,
and they were taken to the mosque. Here there
was a hole in the earth five ells long, and into
this hole they were cast.
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Their life was now hard indeed. Their kolodki
were never taken off; nor were they ever allowed
a breath of fresh air. The Tatars flung them bits
of uncooked dough as if they were dogs, filling
a pitcher of water for them from time to time.

The heat of the hole was stifling, and it was
damp and stinking. Kostuilin became downright
ill. His limbs swelled and twitched all over, and
he groaned continually except when he was asleep.
Zhilin also was dejected; he saw they were in
evil case. But how to get out of it he had no
idea.

He would have begun mining again, but there
was nowhere to hide the earth, and then, too,
his master had threatened to kill him.

One day he was squatting in the hole thinking
of life and liberty, feeling very miserable. Sud-
denly, right upon his knees fell a hearth-cake,
and then another, followed by quite a shower
of wild cherries. He looked up, and there was